CHAPTER VII
GINGER
ONE day when Ginger and I were standing alone in
the shade we had a great deal of talk; she wanted
to know all about my bringing up and breaking
in, and I told her.
"Well," said she, "if I had had your bringing up I might
have had as good a temper as you, but now I don't believe I
ever shall."
"Why not?" I said
"Because it has been all so different with me," she replied;
"I never had any one, horse or man, that was kind to me, or
that I cared to please, for in the first place I was taken from
my mother as soon as I was weaned, and put with a lot of
other young colts; none of them cared for me, and I cared
for none of them. There was no kind master like yours to
look after me, and talk to me, and bring me nice things to eat.
The man that had the care of us never gave me a kind word
in my life. I do not mean that he ill-used me, but he did
not care for us one bit further than to see that we had plenty
to eat and shelter in the winter. A footpath ran through
our field, and very often the great boys passing through
would fling stones to make us gallop. I was never hit, but
one fine colt was badly cut in the face, and I should think it
would be a scar for life. We did not care for them, but of
course it made us more wild, and we settled it in our minds
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